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Sin 


Author's Notes: 
Quite possibly the filthiest thing Ive ever written. | don\'t even know where to begin with this. | can tell you 
it came about from a prompt from Lia about Elias dressed up as a priest via chat. Thanks goes out to Lia for 


the look over. 


Elias smiled at the local parishioners and made his way to the confessional. He adjusted his black robes and 
stepped inside the tiny booth to sit down. One hand laid across his bible and the other slid the door to the 


screen open. 


The man in the other booth took a deep breath and began to speak. "Forgive me father, for | have sinned. It's 


been..well, let's just say it's been a while since | confessed." 
Elias nodded. "Continue, my son 


"Hmmm, where to start? Well, I've corrupted several with my wicked ways. I've made honest people turn bad in 


the blink of an eye. Festering their every desire and making it come true." 


"Do you take pride in hurting others?" 


The man grinned and licked his lips, eyes watching Elias through the screen. "Oh yes father, | do. Will you 


forgive me?" 
‘| cannot until you feel guilty for what you've done." 


"I do feel guilty." The man's grin got wider. "Guilty that | didn't do it sooner. Do you wish to hear of what I've 


done?" 
"OF course, this is a place of confession for all that you've done" 

"But, this might take a while" 

Elias smiled. "I have no place that | need to be. Take all of the time you need, my son’ 
"My name is Tony, if you want to use that instead" 


Elias shivered at the way the words slipped off the man’s lips. "I would.! would prefer to call you by the 


former. Formal names are not used here." 
Tony flicked his hand in the air. "Have it your way. Where should | begin?" 
"At the beginning is the best place." 


Tony chuckled, the deep throaty laugh echoing in the tiny booth. "As you wish. Let's see, if | remember 
straight it started off with me betraying my kind. | didn't want to follow the ways that they had set forth. 
Too limiting if you ask me. So | went around and encouraged others to give into sin. Feeding the desires of lust 


and quenching their needs all at once." 
The priest shifted uncomfortably in the confessional but said nothing. 


"Eventually | decided that random bouts of sin weren't enough for me. | wanted a challenge, | wanted something 


to give me more satisfaction in my work." 
Elias shook his head. "You should not take pleasure in something like that. You need to repent these sins." 


"Wait, I'm getting to the good part. So | decided that | would tempt people of pure faith to do as | wished. For 
example, just in Tampere, | made two nuns, sisters of the cloth, desire each other. Baring themselves and 
giving into their need for flesh. It was amazing to watch Father, those innocent eyes being corrupted by my 
very hand. It gave me pleasure when they begged me to join them, to take part in their blasphemy and 


experience it with them." 


"My God" 


Tony grinned at Elias' reaction. "Yes, they said that over and over as well. So desperate to feel what they had 
denied themselves for decades." 


Elias shook his head and drew a cross in the air. "This is...this is blasphemous." 


Tony rubbed his fingers along the screen that separated them and lowered his voice. "But that got me thinking. 
If | could tempt two nuns, maybe | could do the same with a man of the cloth." 


Elias' eyes went wide in shock. 
Short fingers brushed the outside of his shirt, unbuttoning one button at time, eyes firmly fixed on Elias. 


The priest swallowed hard and tried to turn away from the images playing out. Eyes took in the naked chest 
displayed in front of him through the tiny screen. The hard nipples, the little patches of dark hair. 


Tony closed his eyes and moaned when he rolled his hand over his nipples and down the middle of his chest. 


Elias‘ hands clenched and unclenched on his lap. He wanted to tell him to stop but the words just weren't 


coming out. 

Tony grinned at the confusion reigning on Elias' face and slid his hand over his crotch. 

Elias' eyes widened when Tony roughly grabbed himself, fingers pulling over the tight denim. His brain screamed 
at him to say something, anything to stop this madness, this indecency, this sinning. Elias felt his body turning 


on him. The images before him made him feel lightheaded and dizzy with lust. 


Tony pulled open his pants and reached inside. He watched Elias' eyes staring transfixed against the screen, His 
hand pulled out his hard cock He stroked it slowly until a moan came from the other side. 


Elias bit down on his lip for the thousandth time and willed his body to behave, to stop being so affected by 
this man. He wanted to run and hide, get away from this. But he couldn't. He had to watch, he had to feel it. 


Tony leaned back against the wall and moaned. His hand between his legs, stroking the stiff cock pressed against 
his belly. He spread his legs further apart to give Elias more of a view. He grinned when Elias unconsciously 


licked his lips at the spectacle before him. 


His heartbeat echoed in his ears, beating louder and louder. He closed his eyes and did the only thing he can 
think of - start to pray 


‘Our Father, which art in heaven, hallowed be thy name; thy kingdom come.." 


Tony laughed at the whispers of prayer coming from the other side. "That's not going to help you." 


Elias ignored him. "Give us this day our daily bread, and forgive." Eyes avoided Tony's naked form, ears stil 


hearing Tony's every moan with each rough pull of his cock. 
"Elias, you can't resist me. Your body wants me with its every fiber. Give in to me." 


Elias shook his head no and kept saying the passages over and over. The moans got louder in his ears, 
deafening his words with sounds of lust. 


"And lead us not into..into t-temptation.." 


‘Oh Elias, your lips on my cock. Your fingers squeezing my balls for more. Deeper and deeper down your throat 
| go, teeth rubbing me with each push." 


"Nol This isn't real, it's just a test" 


"Oh yeah? So that hard cock between your legs is not real either? Desperate for you to release it, to stroke 


the hardness over and over." 

Elias gasped and felt his body start to burn like fire. 

"You can feel it, can't you? Give in Elias, it's the only way." 
"No. can't... must not..." 


Feel it Elias, feel me stroking you. Fingers squeezing the hard muscle tight as you push through my hand" 


Elias moaned and let the image filter through him mind, twisting and turning. He willed his hand to still its 
movement, to not give into this madness. 


"Fuck, you feel good. Roaming my body, desperate to touch the thing you covet the most. Let your body go, 
feel all that it gives you." 


Elias clinched the rosary on his lap so hard that it causes tiny indents to appear in his palm. He pleaded for 
God to help him, help him overcome these feelings. 


Tony chuckled and stroked himself once more. "Even God can't resist this. Don't bother asking for his help." 


Elias‘ hands shook with conflict. The hardness in his pants was aching under his robes. He licked the dryness 
off his lips and tried to resist the temptation. 


"Come on Elias, you can do it. You can feel what | feel between my fingers. It calls at you for relief. How can a 
priest resist the call of something in trouble?" 


Elias groaned and tried to stop his body from pushing up against the bible in his lap, the solid book hitting 
against the inflamed head. 


"Mmmm, there you go. It feels good, doesn't it? Fuck it, Elias. Make it bend to your will” 


Elias hips pushed up against the sacred book, rubbing the hardness below with each thrust. His head rolled 
back and rested against the back wall. 


Tony watched him and mimicked his motions. "That's right, with me. Up and down, feel the relief building inside.” 


Hands clenched the book harder to stop it from slipping. The screams in his head telling to stop this drowned 
out by his moans and thoughts of undying lust. Elias‘ breath hitched with each push against the object. 


Tony smiled and roughly handled himself at the spectacle playing out before his eyes. He licked the sweat off 


his lips and urged him on. "Faster, Elias, faster." 


Elias' body obeyed Tony's command, unable to control itself anymore. His clothed crotch slammed against the 


book over and over, beating out the years of sexual frustration in a matter of minutes. 


Tony's breath sped up with the frantic pace. "Oh God, Elias. You're going to make me come. Will you release 
with me?" 


Elias gasped and shook his head no, despite the frantic pace of his hips. "I can't do this... can't...” 


"Oh, yes you can. Let it overtake you, the warmth of lust spread in every corner of your body. | will guide 


you. | will make it good." 


Tony slammed into his hand harder and harder. "That's... That's not the right answer. Are you ready?" 


Elias‘ knuckles turned white from the force of holding the bible in place. His hips rode up to meet the object 
with each push. His hand slipped on the cover of the book, his fingers brushing against himself. He let out a 
long moan from the feel of himself below. Every moral fiber in his body screamed at him when he tossed the 


bible to the ground and grabbed himself, but he didn't listen. 


Tony leaned back and howled with laughter. "Oh Elias, you please me so. | knew you could do it" 

Elias' eyes shut tight when his hand roamed under his robes for his crotch. His body arched up from the 
wooden bench with the feel of his fingers on his exposed cock Wetness greeted his hand as it wrapped around 
it. 


"Mmmm, that's right. Grip yourself tight, and push. Let it slip through your fingers, let the wetness guide 
your path." 


Elias‘ trembling fingers hold on tight and let the hardness pass through. His lips muttered drops of sinful 
language. "Oh God." 


"Do you feel it overtaking you? Do you feel the tightness begging to be released? Elias, do feel my hot lips on 
your cock? Sucking you off with each push?" 


"Good. Now spread your legs further apart so | can get deep inside of you. Feel my cock piercing your virgin 
ass. Do you feel it?" 


Elias nodded, breath coming out in gasps, too much to answer him. His legs widened to welcome Tony's body 


into his own. 
‘Oh..oh yes..You feel so good, Elias. Hold me, hold me close to your body." 


Hands reached into the air, intent on holding onto the sin ravaging his body. Elias cried out when he felt a solid 
object invade his body. 


"Rock with me, Elias. Move at the same pace as my body. Make us go as one." 


He gasped, lungs tiring of the constant deprivation of air. The pull of another rocked his body in time, his hand 
mimicking the rolling of his hips on his cock. 


"Yes, oh yes. We are finally becoming one. Are you ready to release with me? Are you ready fuel the deserve 


of lust burning deep inside your heart?" 


Elias panted with each thrust into his ass, spreading him wider with each push. The fire of lust burned in 
every cell of his body. 


‘Oh, you're close. | can feel it. So close to that salvation you desperately seek. | shall grant you the access to 


claim me, claim me as your one and only." 


Elias body trembled with the force of his thrusts, need coursing through his veins. He arched up to meet the 


body for one last time. 

"Now, Elias!" 

A choked scream burst forth from Elias’ chest, body crashing up to meet the tightness of his hand. Wetness 
poured between his fingers and onto his robes like a river breaking free. His tired lungs tried to grab any 
nearby air but found none. Eyes flew open, hand pushing at his chest to make his breath return to normal. 
Elias looked down at his come soaked hand with curiosity, wondering for the first time in his life what it would 
taste like. Without even thinking, he brought his hand to his lips and licked it off. He grinned to himself and 
swallowed the last drops of himself down his throat. 

His eyes turned toward the booth that held Tony with burning lust. 

It was empty. 


Elias frowned and pressed his face up against the screen to see if Tony had just crouched down Finally, he did 


his pants back up and left the booth to examine the other booth. 

Nothing. 

Eyes searched wildly for Tony's form in the tiny Finnish church. 

"Where did you go?" he screamed at the top of his lungs. 

Warmth spread across his chest and down to his crotch. Lips pressed against Elias’ ear. 

‘I'm always here, Elias. You just need to call me. We are one, remember?" 

Elias' eyes slipped shut and leaned back into the warm arms holding him from behind. "Yes, | remember." 
"Good. Now, rest yourself. | shall be back soon" 


The warmth left Elias' body as quickly as it arrived. He frowned for a few seconds before a smile crossed his 
lips. 


He would be waiting. 


